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Curtis Folks 


ane 
_ Margaretta 
Tuttle That I 
Know 


By Marcaretta TuTtze, JR. 


HERE is one question I am perpetually 

being asked about mother. It never ceases 

to astonish me, though I meet it at home 
and abroad. Invariably, after greeting me, people 
say: ‘‘Is your mother at home now?’’ Perhaps 
because mother’s heroes and heroines live in Bos- 
ton, Virginia or New York, they think she goes 
along with them to their native lands to see what 
they do. But the truth of the matter is that she 
will not even have an office outside the house, 
- and a prophet in his own country has nothing on 
a woman in her own household, even though 
genius burns. Sometimes, when the flames run 
high and mother is madly working away on a 
story, it seems a signal for every person in the 
household to start dashing 
water on the fire. 

Closed doors or not, the 
cook has to know about the 
baker, the maid wants to 
know what’s wrong with the 
vacuum cleaner, the laun- 
dress how to work the new 
washing machine, though 
the heroine of mother’s story 
be facing the crisis of her life. 

‘Margaretta Tuttle,’’ said 

a renowned writer friend of 
mother’s, ‘‘ You will never be 
a professional until you get 
an office outside the house.” 
But mother smiles the smile 
of all the Cornelias of the 
world, while she looks out the 
window at a pair of sturdy 
shoulders heaving at the con- 
struction of a bridge across 
“the Andes.”’ 
While at home Christmas 
I tried to reason with her when, upon coming down the stairs, I 
found her with a broom in one hand and a dust rag in the other, 
because the maids, being of an irresponsible race, had not showed 
up that morning. 

‘‘Mother,”’ said I, ‘‘Why will you do that?”’ And, thinking of 
the smoothly-run Journal office where I am, where the minutes are 
ticked off to your work’s uninterrupted progress, I said: ‘I 
wouldn’t do it for the world. You ought to have an office. Let 
the house run itself for half a day.’’ And mother’s face wore much 
the same expression as it did the day my temperature was a hun- 
dred and four and I asked her where the music was coming from. 


‘‘UNLESS YOU CAN WRITE WITH A FRYING PAN IN ONE 
HAND AND A BABY IN THE OTHER, YOU HAVE NO BUSI- 
NESS WRITING” 


Says Margaretta Tuttle, author of Feet of Clay, The Un- 
guarded Hour and many other stories. The picture on the 
left is Miss Margaretta Tuttle, Jr., of the Journal Editorial 


Watching mother has made me feel that to ever say 
I had no time to do this or that would be to defy Fate, 
for mother never has uninterrupted time to write. 

T have often heard her say that unless you can write 
with a frying pan in one hand and a baby in the other 
you have no business writing. 

And remembering as I do the time when mother sat 
up in bed with a trained nurse on one side and a stenog- 
rapher taking dictation on the other and told the harassed doctor 
that it was the fifteenth of the month and her story was due the 
thirtieth. And that story proved to be one of her best. 

Another time mother was under contract to write a story a 
month. She literally had to live at her desk, yet she never failed 
to be at the door to greet us when we came from school. 

Her desk was always a magic place to us children and the doors 
of her study were never closed to us. 

Even now her one question, when she has to make hurried trips 
to New York, is not ‘‘What play shall we see tonight ?”’ but ‘What 
train can I get back to put the baby to bed?”’ 


Holding the ground is what made the acorn an oak 
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Because mother wrote, people in general, even some of her 
closest friends, thought that we children would be obliged to go 
without buttons on our clothes and behave like little imps. Mother 
looked after my, and the other two children’s, wardrobe far better 
than we ourselves will ever do when grown. 

I remember a delightful game one day when we were aged four 
and five and mother told us that the dean of the university was 
coming to call and that she wanted us to be able to say her name 
clearly when she presented her to us. So she pretended she was 
the dean and we rehearsed the difficult name — Miss Czarnumska. 
When the great lady arrived we greeted her right down to the last 
syllable. Our composure was far greater than that of the dean’s. 

These games of mother’s armed us for more than one fray. 
Once, at college, when I was proctor on the hall, at two-thirty 
o’clock on a bitter-cold morning there came a piercing shriek! 


ASCENE FROM MRS. TUTTLE’S ‘‘UNGUARDED HOUR”’ 


Miss Tuttle tells of how her mother has to be revived after 
seeing the utterly absurd things the movie people make her 
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My roommate and I sat up cold in bed. ‘‘ Did you hear that?”’ 
she'said. |. 

Had I heard that! I had, and as proctor on the hall I knew it 
was my hard luck to investigate, while my roommate could stay 
safe in bed! 

All the lights were out in the corridor. The window on the fire 
escape was open, emitting little gusts of wind. I was simply scared 
stiff, when I recalled what mother had told me: “If you are 
afraid,’’ she had said, “‘you are being prepared for action. The 
symptoms of fear are the rallying of your body to the extra effort.”’ 

And it was that thought alone which enabled me to throw open 
the door, to enter unarmed and single handed the room where I 


thought I was going to find a murdered girl. 


There are two studies at home where most of mother’s stories 
are written—one on the first floor, that is blue and green like the 
colors of the sea. 

Here her work books are, fat volumes of surgery and thick ones 
of law. There is one volume of Divorce Laws that mother bought 
from a renowned dealer in law books in Cincinnati, one time when 
one of her characters wanted.a divorce and couldn’t have it. That 
book dealer told a group of men at the Club the next day how an 
appealing young woman had come in just as it was getting dark 
and asked him for a book on Divorce Laws, and he had begged 
her earnestly not to buy such a book. 

In this study hang her pictures of famous people. Her ‘‘Celeb- 
rity Wall’’ we call it. I came in one day to find her hanging up a 
photograph there that had been hanging before in her bedroom. 
It was the picture of a delightful woman who had a nice house and 
a handsome husband, but beyond that I did not know any special 
claim to distinction for her. ‘‘What has she done, mother ?”’ I said 
as I saw her picture go up among the artists. ‘She has had a 
splendid boy,’’ mother answered. 

The other study is on the third floor, ‘‘Because,’’ mother said, 
‘though people will interrupt you on the first floor, they will think 
a long time before they climb to the third floor.’’ Nevertheless, 
the knocker is low enough for little hands to reach. But there are 
no photographs in that third-floor study. It is blue and cream 
and flooded with sunlight, and there is a picture here and there of 
places she has been, and a porch outside that makes the sky seem 
near, and when I go into it I find myself walking on tiptoe. 

‘‘Where does your mother get her ideas?”’ 
inquiring friends often ask, looking as though, 
now they had surely caught us. If I knew, 
of course, I wouldn’t stay to answer. 

But mother 

“ala always comes out 
a of her bath with 
a handful of new 
thoughts. It may 
be the steam, it 
may be the re- 
laxation after 
wrestling with 
household or lit- 
erary problems. 

All she writes 
is written in long- 
hand first, then revised, then dictated aloud. I have seen her, when 
she was pressed for time, dictate for several days “fourteen hours 
a day,’’ using two stenographers, while sister and I tiptoed in with 
cups of bouillon and hot tea every three or four hours as the shadows 
deepened about her eyes. 

It is sister who takes all the telephone calls of people who want 
to be taught how to write right over the telephone. There is one 
reply that strikes awe to all their hearts. In New York it would be 
of no avail, but in Cincinnati it is of the greatest aid. ‘‘ This is 
Mrs. Tuttle’s secretary speaking,’’ says the silver voice, and they 
dare go no further. 


brain children do on the silver screen 


The truth never hurts unless it ought to 
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At the dinner table mother often reads the fan letters to us. 

‘Listen to this, Fred,’’ she will say, and daddy will twinkle and 
answer: “You do stir up the cranks.’’ But mother can read a 
letter so that we all grow quite still. She has reduced us almost 
to tears more than once over a child writing about its father, 
and I have seen her answer pages to letters that were never brought 
to the table at all. 

There was one character of mother’s that was long a friend of 
ours before she was given to the world at large—Mrs. Azalia 
Jossus—for it was she mother used to be when she came to tea 
with us in the nursery. Mrs. Jossus wore funny bonnets, usually 
a doll’s bonnet, and talked in a high voice that used to make us 
choke with glee. It was with great joy we met her a few years 
later in “His Worldly Goods.”’ , 

Regardless of what she has written or will 
write, mother’s best stories are those told 
at six o’clock in the morning when the little 
boy crawls into bed with her. For an en- 
chanted hour he hears a new story each 
morning about Renei the fox. Somebody 
really ought to be there to take them down, 
for mother wakes from her sleep 
and begins and the little boy’s 
eves are shining at the end. They 
are his own special possession 
though. 

‘Feet of Clay’’ was written out 
in Estes Park, Colorado, with a 
table under a tree for a desk, a 
stone under one leg to hold it firm. 

The Black Canyon towered and 
fell in the background and jagged 
mountains formed a purple rim 
on the horizon, and mother wrote 
while the baby brought butter- 
cups for her ink well. 

When Cecil de Mille called her 
on long-distance telephone to ask 
about filming ‘Feet of Clay,’ 
mother had a broom in one hand 
and the dustpan in the other. He 
asked her to come out and assist 
in making the production. Not 
being able to get home from Holly- 
wood, even on the fastest train, 
in time to tuck the little boy in 
bed, the little boy went with 
mother. In fact, half the family 
did, the other half being detained 
at home by business. And my 
sister today still tells of how her 
début, among the handsomest 
leading men in all filmdom was 
made chasing after a four-year-old child! 

And speaking of movies 

That is a sad and dark time, witnessing with mother a premier 
performance of one of her movies. Mother is perfectly polite 
through the first part. Then the crisis is reached when she says, 
‘IT don’t see what they paid me for—the title, I guess’; and though 
I am a foreigner to the story and characters, I say in my most com- 
forting tone: ‘Well, they’ve got your idea back of it all.’’ That 
only serves to make her feel more ill. Along about the fifth reel a 
light dawns on the horizon. ‘“‘ There,’’ says mother, ‘‘is one line 
of mine.”’ 

But, devastating though it be, I personally am indebted to mother 
for many stirring moments at the movies. I find it thrilling, but 
I am sure these movie barons are dangerous men with fiendish 
minds, for they delight in picking out mother’s pet aversion and 


wishing it on her favorite character. They are always making the 
hero or villain commit suicide. Mother generally has to be revived 
after that. But there was one thing in “ Feet of Clay’’ which eased 
the pain. If Kerry, the hero, had to die, Rod la Roque died as 
mother would have had Kerry die. For Rod la Roque studies, 
reads and rereads his characters that he is going to play until he 
knows from his analysis of the man’s character just how that 
character would act under any circumstances, and dying, he died 
as Kerry would have died. Rod la Roque has gone up on mother’s 
Famous Wall! 

And so it goes. Life is always thrilling around her, but there is 
one time when I approach her with fear and trepidation. It is the 
moment, when it can no longer be put off, that I must present the 
pet suitor to her (suitor being a man trying to suit you), for I know 


FILMING ‘*FEET OF CLAY” 


Rod la Roque, whose performance of Kerry won hima place on Mrs. 
Tuttle’s Celebrity Wall, talking over the continuity with Cecil de- 
Mille, the producer, and Vera Reynolds, who played across from him 


that after that anything I might say to him will be an anti-climax. 
Many is the time I have stood open-mouthed with admiration, 
listening to mother and him talk, wondering why he never talked 
to me like that! 

But there is one thing mother can’t do; that is, drive a gas car. 
‘‘T have to have a car,’’ says mother, “that stops when I say ‘whoa’ 
and goes when I say ‘get up.’’’ And she has. It’s an electric car. 
However, I notice whenever any of us try to get her car out of the 
drive to pass, itnever budges. ‘Get up” or ‘‘whoa’’ as we may say, its 
horn only wails out in protest and mother, coming to the rescue, 
says: ‘You have crossed the currents.’’ Yet upon a day when 
sleet and ice made the streets a skating rink and father, along 
with at least half the world, was tearing up one of our steepest 
hills, he had to leave mother in the car to rescue his hat. He had 
left the brakes on, but as he returned, he saw mother gliding 
backward among the cars. However, neither the car nor mother 
was hurt. She took the wheel and drew it coolly to the curb. 

‘Write about your mother,”’ said the Editor of Curtis Forks, 
and I felt as if I had been put down on an ocean shore with the sun 
touching each wave with jeweled sparkles and told to say some- 
thing about it. 


A soft drink turneth away thirst 
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MORE BUNK ABOUT THRIFT 


ES, gentle reader, this is just another of those thrift stories 

which so frequently clutter up the pages of house magazines. 

It’s based on an actual happening. The facts are followed 
closely. Mayhap hidden away in it is a moral, mayhap not. So 
take it or leave it, but bear in mind that it’s all true, should you 
read it. 


Press Room Pete was talking to the man from Composition. 
‘Of all the pure, unadulterated bunk,” said Pete, ‘‘this thrift 
stuff that these boobs are continually handing out is the worst. 


\ 


‘“You talk just like the thrift nuts,’’ Pete replied. ‘‘I suppose 
you are going to hold up some shining examples of thrift about as 
funny as the guff you are handing out. Now go on and tell me 
about the man who owns his forty-thousand-dollar home and car 
and all the steam-heated trimmings that go along with it. That’s 
what they all hand you. But it’s bunk, pure bunk. He’s just a 
lucky stiff that got the breaks. He probably married a rich wife, or 
his uncle left him something. Thrift never got him there and don’t 
let ’em fool you for one minute that it did. 

‘‘Now take this savings society that they have here. That’s a 
lotter bunk, too. What’s the use of joining it? Eddie belongs to the 


‘They go on having these thrift 
months, thrift weeks and thrift days 
just for the benefit of the bankers. 

‘““Now take those bankers,’’ he 
continued. ‘‘ They area pretty sorry 
bunch of birds. Now and then a 


durn thing. He’s fool enough to give ’em a five-spot each week, and 
what good did it do him? No good at all, for when it was through, 
he, like a boob, stuck it right back in that permanent fund, and he 
never even got the benefit of it to spend. 

‘Now if that had been me, I’d blowed that jack in on a new bus, 
as this secondhand one-lunged fliv I got is all shot to thunder. 


BUNK, PURE BUNK 


Says Press Room Pete, but figures 
below show how savings will grow: 


iTS AC 


'DEPOS 
eased FAR DUR CHRISTMAS CLUB 
Savings 1 Year 3 Years 5 Years’ 10 Years ——— 
$0.50 $26.40 $82.44 $143.13 $317.77 

WAS ie Xs 52.79 164.87 286.25 5 EEE 
| Uae 79.18 247.32 429.37 953.28 
» A Ee ae 105.57 329.75 572.49 1,271.05 
Of Peay 131.96 412.17 715.60 1,588.79 
ara a 158.36 49462 858.74 1,906.57 
5” Da 184.75 577.05 1,001.85 2,224.31 
a ee ee a 211.14 659.49 1,144.99 2,542.09 
ae re 237.54 741.94 1,288.12 2,859.87 
Ol ena 263.93 824.36 1,431.24 3,177.61 


decent sort of a chap is found working in a bank, but most of them are a sad ~~ gums 
crew, just like that banker they recently found dead in a taxi, with half of the 
bank’s boodle in a suitcase. 

‘‘So why should anyone go and deny themselves a lot of real pleasure and fun 
by putting aside a lot of jack in order to give those banking birds a job, especially 
when there’s always another pay envelope being handed out next week, and a 
warm-hearted loan shark who you can always borrow from ?”’ 

‘“Yes,’’ said the man from Composition, ‘‘you are talking like six kinds of a 
danged fool. There area lot of mutts like you who are going around living on next 
week’s envelope, accumulating nothing. What are you going to do when you get 
too old to work?”’ 

‘Old age,’’ sneered Pete. ‘‘That’s what the thrift fiends are continually harp- 
ing on. Old age—why, that’s a long ways off and we may all die before we get old. 

‘‘ Anyway, there’s always a nice, warm poorhouse to which one can go to enjoy 
their latter years.”’ : 

‘So that’s the way you look at it?’’ asked his friend. ‘‘ Well, kid, I am sorry 
for you, because you won't get very far with an outlook like that. What you are 

‘doing is living a dog’s life, just like a dumb animal, from hand to mouth—day by 
day—from one meal to another. You are dodging installment men and walking 
four blocks to avoid the butcher. If you would get sick tomorrow you’d be on 
your uppers, and if vou died your wife would have to give notes to the under- 
taker to bury you. 


‘Look around you here, at the guys who are caching away something now 
and then.”’ 


The man who rises to the occasion should know when to sit down 


Page 6 


Curtis Folks 


“But Ed, he couldn’t see it that way and he just goes on, week 
after week, handing that five-spot over to that savings fund and 
never getting any run for his money. He’s got over five hundred 
bucks saved now—going to buy a house with it, he says.”’ 

‘“Yes, but Ed’s really getting something; he’s making an invest- 
ment,” said the compo. ‘‘When he gets that house he is going to 
have something of value, which, if later on he needs to, he can cash 
inon. And what’s more, he has something that is even more valu- 
able, and something which you or none of your ilk can get as long 
~as you think in the same channel as you do now. That is, Pete, 
Ed’s got the satisfaction of a sense of accomplishment in having 
accumulated a home of his own.” 

‘““Buy a home—I knew you would come to that,’’ spoke Pete. 
‘““That’s another one of these thrift slogans. Buy a home, and 
save money. More bunk! How the thunder can anyone save 
money buying his own home? 

“T know fellows who are doing it and the poor devils are strap- 
ping themselves going without things just to be able to say they 
bought a house. 

“Rent. That’s my motto. I don’t want to buy any home, not so 
you can notice it. We got as nice a flat as you could find any place. 
The only trouble about it is that it’s a little too small since the last 
baby came, making four kids and me and the missus, and we don’t 
particularly like those Greeks that moved in right over us. But 
then you can’t have everything and, at that, it beats being broke 
all the time trying to keep up the payments on a house.’’ 

‘“‘And of all the bunk going, this Building and Loan game is the 
worst. I even fell for that myself and paid a dollar and a quarter 
for a dinky little book that wasn’t worth a dime. I paid in for two 
months and then there was a dance that the wife and me wanted to 
go to and, being broke, I went up to draw out my Building and 
Loan and the dirty thieves wouldn’t give me back that one twenty- 
five that I paid for the book. They only gave me the ten-spot that 
I had paid them in as dues. I’m off this Building and Loan stuff 
for life. Yet there’s a lot of guys that are fooled to death over it. 
They even pay this Building and Loan bunch fines if they miss one 
month. Can you beat that? | 
Paying some bozos to take 
your money and then not 
getting anything for it ex- 
cept an entry in a dinky 


sured. More bunk. Now take me, for instance. I got some insur- 
ance: that the government gave me instead of bonus, which they 
should have, and what good has that insurance done me? None 
at all. The trouble about insurance is that you have to die in order 
to collect on it. Either that or live to be about seventy or eighty 
years old and be so near dead that you can’t enjoy the jack when 
you get it. And yet you'd be surprised to know how many fellows 
around here fall for that insurance game. I know one guy that 
works with me who is all insured up so that if he was to get 
bumped off, his wife would get a lot of money, and some more 
money was put aside to send his kids to school. This bozo is such 
a boob that he goes. around bragging about it. 

‘But not for me. I’ll take mine here right now, and me and 
Gert will get more fun out of blowing it together than she’d get 
spending it herself after I have kicked off. And then, too, there’s 
always the public schools where the kids can go to for nothing.”’ 

‘That’s you all over, Pete,’’ said his friend. ‘‘I don’t know this 
wife of yours, but I’ll bet that there’s many a time that she’s sat 
down and wished to God that she’d married that grocery clerk 
back in the home town, when he asked her, instead of letting 
Louise grab him off—although she may have loved you more—for 
then she’d have something that she hasn’t got now nor ever will 
have with you as long as you play the game as you are playing it 
now. What’s she got with you? Justa flat down in a bum section 
of town, where the kids have to hang out in the streets, with a lot 
of foreigners and riffraff. What’s she got to live for? Just next 
week’s envelope, which wouldn’t come if you fell down and busted 
a leg. And if you should get bumped off by being hit with a truck, 
what could your Gert do? She’d either have to pack all those kids, | 
off to her people and go out and hustle up a job for herself and take 
anything that comes along in order to stave off the landlord and 
pay the butcher, or she might be real fortunate and grab off a 
regular guy and marry him, but who’d marry a family of four kids? 
And if you have any real guts, you’d not want to have some other 
man providing for your own widow? Gee, you surely have got a 
great constitution, for if I was in your place with a family of five 

| depending on me and noth- 
ing but a wornout second- 
hand flivver and some 
junky furniture to show 
for the years I been work- 


little book ?”’ 

‘“That’s just about the 
way a fool like you would 
see it,’”’ said the man from 
Composition. ‘‘ You can’t 
get it into that thick dome 
of yours that money can be 
made to work and earn 
wages, just the same as you 
yourself have to do. It’s all 
blank to you, Pete, but if 
you would ever stop to 
think, which I well know 
that you can’t, you’ll find 
that the little entry in the 
book means just so much 
more wages for you and 
your household. And it’s 
that way with Building and 
Loan and insurance is 

“Insurance! Insurance!’’ 
shrieked Pete. ‘‘That’s 
where these thrift boys just 
throw their hats up in the 
air and go hog wild. Insur- 
ance! They tell you that 
everybody ought to be in- 


Your Income Tax 


are extremely fortunate, and this announcement 

means very little in our carefree lives, due to the fact 
that our Company grants extra compensation sufficient to 
pay the normal income tax of each employe. 

The law requires that all companies must report to the 
Government the wage earnings of their employes, and slips 
will be sent out by the Pay Roll Division to Curtis folks, 
showing the amount of wages or salary paid them during the 
past year, and this same amount is reported to the Govern- 
ment. 

These slips also will contain a questionnaire which it is 
necessary to fill out and sign and then return to the Pay Roll 
Division. 

The regular income-tax blanks sent out by the Internal 
Revenue Department must be filled out by everyone whose 
earnings are such as come under the law. 

As the income tax is a pretty complicated thing to the 
average individual, members of the Accounting Division 
will be glad to assist and advise Curtis folks in the working 
out of their income-tax reports. 

The place and the time will be announced later. Watch 
the bulletin boards for it. 


: GAIN income-tax time draws nigh. We here at Curtis 


ing, honest, I couldn't sleep 
of nights. And ——’”’ 


* * * * 


But here the story stops 
for twas time to go to work. 
And Pete and the man from 
Composition parted and 
went their separate ways 
to their different jobs. 

We wish we could havea 
happy ending, for all stories 
should end so. But Pete, 
and many other Petes 
throughout life, like Kip- 
ling’s fool, had to follow his 
natural bent, and it’s he 
and the others of his kind 
that form the pathetic mob 
of old men who, aged and 
useless, hang about on the’ 
outer fringes of industry, 
thankfully picking up the 
crumbs of small jobs which 
are too petty or too dis- 
agreeable for anyone else to 
handle. 


Vinegar is cider that became cynical 
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Journal Editorial 


RS. Pedro Guillermo de Balbontin 

Sanchez, more familiarly known to 

Journalites as Miss Mary Markley, 
has been forced to the conclusion that it’s no 
fun sticking to one’s job while one’s husband 
is gadding far afield for months on end. 

Accordingly, on the eve of Mr. de Balbon- 
tin’s departure on a prolonged business tour 
through Cuba, Central America, the West 
Coast and the Mississippi Valley, Miss Mark- 
ley searched her desk back in Art for com- 
pacts, hairpins, extra hankies and long-for- 
gotten trinkets, and prepared to traipse along. 
She and “‘Billy’’ sailed on Saturday morning, 
January ninth, all set for high adventure. 

And adventure seems to be in store. The 
two are by way of being enthusiastic amateur 
archaeologists, and their itinerary will take 
them through the heart of the Yucatan Penin- 
sula, that forbidding and little-studied cradle 
of Mayan culture, with its chief centers at 
Chichen-Itza and Copan. Armed with pad 
and pencil, and perhaps a photostatic copy of 
the Tro-Cortesianus Codex, can’t you see them 
puzzling out the intricate hieroglyphics of the 
Tonalamatl cycle? 

Miss Markley particularly wants to 
investigate the truth of the report that 
shower baths and running water were 
known to Central 
America in pre-Col- 
umbian days. She ex- 
pects to carry on in 
the spirit of pure re- 
search, of course; the 
original plumbing, if 
any, must be some- 
what antiquated, and 
we suspect there are 
few modern substi- 
tutes. - 


Miss BOMBERGER 
(after taking the hur- 
dles, double-decker 
style, and one big 
bump, on a strenuous 
sledding party): My, 
wasn’t that grand! 
It’s just great to coast 
down on our stum- 
micks! - 


A rousing welcome 
awaited Mr. Millen 
on his return. 


@ 
While Miss Mark- 


ley is boning up on, 

Spanish, Miss Nellie Ellis—more properly, 
Mrs. Paul F. Kilburn—is laying in a supply 
of books on Pennsylvania Dutch cookery and 
lingo. She relinquished her position as Mr. 
MacAlarney’s secretary the middle of January 
to migrate to Lancaster, where she has set up 
housekeeping for her husband. 


e 


Miss Adah Warren Ringel, who was here 
under a previous régime, has taken over Mrs. 
Kilburn’s work. We are glad to say Miss 
Ringel seems quite thrilled to be back in the 
fold again. She lives in Collingswood, New 
Jersey, just around the corner from a friend 
of one of her coworkers, so it may be that we 
can dig up some gossip for a future issue. 

Meantime we can add only that we have a 
hunch it will not be long before she is able, 
both eyes shut, to jot down the proper 
shorthand symbols while Mr. MacAlarney 
rattles off such dictation as: 


‘“‘T regret that we cannot take a practical 
publication interest in quote Beauty in Dis- 
tress end quote period paragraph The story 
las undeniable appeal period Oddly enough 
comma we realize that period but dash and I 
think you will agree end dash the confronta- 
tions between Ina and the heavy lack veri- 
similitude period At least that is the way we 
feel about it period paragraph However 
comma please believe us when we say that 
your manuscript has had every friendly 
attention here in Independence Square period 
Sincerely blank.”’ 


MISS NELLIE 
ELLIS 
Who is leaving The 
Journal to devote 


all her time to her 
husband 


Business 


Ben Tomino, a messenger of the Fourth 
Floor, assisted in the Paper Standards office 
while Earl Brooks helped Mr. Stiefel make 
changes in the blue prints of the building. We 
understand Earl is very handy with the pen. 
In fact, we of the Fourth Floor know it to be 
the truth. ‘ 


A new messenger has entered the Mercury 
ranks of the Fourth Floor, Adolph Ebert by 
name. He is taking the place left vacant by 
Benny Tomino, who has been transferred 
to the Color Proving Division. 


2 


On January sixteenth Miss Piper left to be 
married. She became Mrs. William Haslem 
on January twenty-third. We wish her a 
great deal of happiness. 


BETTY: 
tatooed ? 

JOHNNIE: No; show me. 

Betty: All right; we'll drive around that 
way when we go home. 


e 


Miss Vauzhn, of the Paper Stock Office, was 
taken sick on December seventeenth with a 
bad case of quinsy and returned on December 
twenty-eighth after a complete recovery. 


Did I show you where I was 


Commercial Research 


It was a great surprise to all of us when 
Miss Edith Oldershaw came in one Monday 
morning not long ago and announced that she 
had been married. Our best wishes are ex- 
tended to Mrs. Grant Berry. 


e 


We welcome to the Division all the girls 
who are working on Leading Advertisers. This 
report is keeping the Division very busy at 
present. 


e 


Miss Mary Allen slipped off the other day 
to be married. We were all very much sur- 
prised to learn that 
she is Mrs. Tree. She 
had a most enjoyable 
few days in Washing- 
ton. 


We will soon have 
long hair again in the 
Division. 


Engraving 


Miss Rhoda Step- 
ler, while spending 
Christmas holidays 
with her parents in 
Chambersburg, vis- 
ited Miss Katherine 
Gargalli, who is con- 
valescing at South 
Mountain. Miss Gar- 
galliismuch improved 
in health and sends 
her best regards to all 
her Curtis friends. 


e 


Mr. Alston is with 
us again after ten 
days’ illness due to 
the torture of having 
his troublesome tonsils removed. 


e 


We are glad to welcome Charles Goodway 
and William Gillespi into our Division. 


ze 


Has anyone heard lately about Tommy and 
his apartment? Seems to have quieted down 
a bit. a 


Miss Kift receives quite a few letters from 
Florida. We won’t be surprised if she leaves 
us when the roses bloom again in the merry 
month of June. ‘as 


Harry Gustafson’s blue eyes are beautiful, 
aren't they? i 


We are mighty glad to be able to report 
that Mr. Holmes is recovering from a bad 
cold. 


If you can laugh at yourself, there’s hope 
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Fee 


Umpty Umps 


J ARRY was a minstrel,man, whom we palled around 
with back in the dim and distant past when that 
strictly American type of entertainment furnished 

by the knights of the burnt cork was popular throughout the 
country. | 

Remember those old minstrel shows? Remember how 
everyone looked forward to their coming? Remember the 
grand street parade; when all hands donned the high hats 
and red coats and went down the main stem kicking the cob- 
bles? Well, it was just such an outfit that Harry belonged to. 

All of the old-timers in those days could play some musical 
instrument and double in brass, as they say in the parlance 
of the show shops. 

Harry was an end man in the grand-opening first part. He 
also did a monologue in the “‘olio’’ between acts, and he 
played the bass horn in the band. : 

Now, the bass horn is about the least romantic instrument 
known. 

On it nothing but umpty, umpty, umpty can be played. 

The air or tune is carried by the cornets, clarinets, the 
trombones and saxophones. The solos were all played on 
them, but the bass horn only backed them up with the 
umpty umps. 

Coming down the main drag, neither the eyes nor the 
plaudits of the multitudes went to Harry and his bass horn. 

The kids all followed the flashily dressed drum major, the 
king of “the whirling baton,’’ who made his nickel-plated 
stick cut all kinds of curious didos and do marvelous stunts. 


The eyes of the maidens were on either Eddie, the band- 
master; or great, big, handsome ‘“‘ Blue Marsh,” who maneu- 
vered much melody from his “solid-gold slip horn,’ as the 
trombone was known; or on Don, who used to trill on his 
trumpet cornet; or “‘Dutch,’’ who in a spectacular manner 
whanged the cymbals and drums. 

But Harry, with his big horn, marched unnoticed. 

At the “grand free concert’’ in front of the theater it was 
Eddie, or Don, or “‘Blue’’ who stepped forth to acknowl- 
edge the plaudits of the natives. 

That applause would go right over the high silk hat cocked 
at an angle of forty-five degrees on Harry’s head. 

He was always in the background, never soloing, but help- 
ing none the less to make the melody. 

‘Noone paid much attention to him. In fact, no one seemed 
to know he was in the band, until one day he got sick. 

He had delirium tremens or something and the pill shooter 
sent him to the hospital. 

And for the first time that band missed Harry. There 
was something wrong with it. ‘“Blue,’’ Don, Eddie, 
‘“Dutch,’’ and all the rest of them played just as they had 
played before, but the band wasn’t the same without the 
umpty umps of Harry’s big bass horn. And for the first time 
Harry was appreciated as a musician. 

- And what was true with that small tank-town minstrel 
band is also true all through life. 

Many of us are bass-horn players. And rightly so, for the 


., soloists could never in themselves make the music and the 


harmony both in the great symphony of life. 

Someone has got to sit on the back seat or march in the 
rear and play the umpty umps, and they are just as impor- 
tant and necessary as the leaders and the soloists. 

How far could Sousa get with a band of Sousas? 

How far could any business get with nothing but execu- 
tives? What would their efforts amount to if there was no 
one to play the umpty umps for them? 

Of course, it’s good to be a soloist or a drum major, for the 
plaudits are dear to all of us, but still, at the same time, if the 
Great Band Director of Life has cast one for a bass-horn part 
it is well to know that they are just as important to the 
music as the soloists and leaders. 

And so, brother or sister, just remember this: If you 
are playing a bass horn, blow your umpty umps just the best 
that you can, for every note is vital to the harmony of life. 


In Case of Fire 


F AT any time you should discover a fire in the building, 
no matter how insignificant it may seem, you have just 
one duty to perform. 


(1) Go instantly and quietly to the fire-alarm box located 
nearest to the fire. 

(2) Break the glass and open the inside door. 

(3) Pulldown the leveras far asit will goand then release it. 


Above everything, don’t cry “ Fire!’ nor do any other fool- 
ish thing which will cause confusion or excitement. 

Some employes seem to have an impression that should 
they discover a small fire their duty is to report it to the De- 
partment Manager or to telephone to the Fire Marshal's 
office. Don’t do anything of the sort. Just follow these 
directions, and do it quietly and without excitement. 


A sensible person is anyone who agrees with us 
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BITS FROM THE BINDERY 


ISS MARY BOYLE surely is some 
M dancer, as she almost wore the rug 

out on Mrs. Anna Sangtinette’s floor 
while artistically doing the Charleston. 


e 


We were all very sorry to learn of the sud- 
den death of Miss Muldoon’s mother. She 
has our deepest sympathy. 


e 


Miss Rose Bay can certainly sing and tickle 
the ivories. Invite her to your parties, girls. 
She’s good. ‘eo 


.Now that Miss Jule Joes has a new fur coat 
she is going to dine at the Benjamin Franklin. 


=e 


Miss Helen Winans, of Mr. Larney’s office, 
spent the holidays at her home in West Chester, 
and, of course, had a wonderful time. 


v 


At this writing Miss Fannie White is on the 
sick list. We wish her a speedy recovery. 


e 


If anyone is thinking of inviting Miss Hat- 
tie Allen to a party, please write full direc- 
tions on paper, as she got 
lost in North Camden the 
other evening. She said she 
couldn’t find any Prairie. 


e 


Mrs. William Gormley 
(Miss Agnes McBurdy) left 
us on Monday last to join 
her husband in San Antonio, 
Texas. Our good wishes 
surely accompany her. 


2 


If you want to see Charley 
Graham smile, just ask him 
about little Alice Marie. She 
is some baby, Dad thinks. 


e 


Miss Mary Seamon’s busi- 
ness has increased so rap- 
idly this year that the girls 
of her Division presented 
her with a magnificent horse 
and buggy for Christmas. 
Wasn't that considerate of 
them? Oh, boys! Mary 
was delighted. 


e 


Miss Carrie McGee hada 
wonderful Christmas tree 
for her little doggie. 


e 


Mrs. Fairbanks is sporting 
a wonderful string of beads. 
The price was enormous. 
Ask her about them. 


e 


The members of the Club 
to which Miss Nan Kelly 
belongs were entertained at 
her home in West Philadel- 
phia the other evening and 
had a most enjoyable time. 
Nan is some hostess. 


A most enjoyable evening was spent at the 
home of Miss Anna Schreck on Friday, Jan- 
uary eighth. 

Mr. Joe Schreck, a brother of Anna, enter- 
tained the girls with some wonderful selec- 
tions on the Victrola.‘ Madame’’ Mock gave 
a demonstration of one of the singers at the 
‘‘Fairmount,’’ which created a lot of fun. 
Miss Mary Rochford, of Arimergo Terrace, 
thought she’d like to do some damage, so she 
knocked the lights out on the Christmas tree 
the first thing. Miss Anna Lindner couldn’t 
talk all day, but she surely had the floor in the 
evening, as she went to the doctor before com- 
ing and said he put axle grease down her 
throat; then she never ceased. 

Later in the evening the girls were invited 
to the dining room, where the table was spread 
with lots of good things. The girls surely en- 
joyed themselves around the table. . 

At a late hour they started for home. They 
all voted that Anna is some hostess, not 
forgetting Miss Margaret Schreck and Mr. 
Joe Schreck, who ably assisted her in enter- 
taining. 

Those present were: The Misses Margaret 
and Anna Schreck, Anna Lindner, Alice Mc- 
Gorry, Rose Bay, Tillie Mock, Nan Kelly, 
Mary Murawski, Mary Rochford, Mabel War- 
burton, Elizabeth Irvine and Mr. Schreck. 


A GLIMPSE OF THE FOURTH FLOOR 
A corner of the Bindery, showing where the pages are folded. The printed pages 
Come here from the Press Room and are run through the machines shown in the 

background. From there they go to the binding machine 


Slipsheet Division | 


Mrs. Emma Candy (née Henning) has de- 
serted us to go housekeeping. Best wishes of 
the Division. - 


The Misses Helen and Adele Selvas, with 
their cousin, Miss Della Rice, visited their 
parents during the holidays in Gilbert, Penn- 
sylvania. “a 


‘‘Jake’’ Henderson, who impersonated a 
Spanish senorita in the New Year’s parade, 
made quite a hit, taking prizes all along the line. 


ze 


Miss Agnes Kennedy is now wearing a 
beautiful sparkler on the engagement finger. 
A prospective bride and a prospective loss to 
the Division. na 


Have you noticed Miss Eileen Campbell 
lately? She is failing—can’t eat, can’t sleep 
and never goes out anywhere since she got 
that radio set. “ 


Miss Mary McCool wishes it was the seven- 
teenth of March so she could wear that gift she 
received from Miss Laura Hoey. 


e 


Miss Irma Crawford is so 
wise she would not show the 
beautiful sparkler she re- 
ceived, but she has to go 
some to get away with any- 
thing like that in this Divi- 
sion. We hope it will be 
soon, Irma. Of course, you 
have our best wishes. , 


e 


We do not expect to have 
Miss Marie Hoey very much 
longer. Your ring is beauti- 
ful, Marie. Best wishes! 


Service 


The Premium Department 
for employes was a great 
success at Christmas time 
and will be continued in the 
Service Department. 


2 


Mrs. Hardie recently cele- 
brated her thirty-fifth anni- 
versary with The Curtis Pub-_ 
lishing Company. She was 
presented with three dozen 
American Beauty roses. 
During those thirty-five 
years Mrs. Hardie has given 
devoted service and is well - 
liked and admired by all 
those with whom she comes 
in contact. We hope she will 
remain with us for many 
more years. 


Among the new books 
added to the Library are: 
One Increasing Purpose, by 
A. S. M. Hutchinson; A 
Son of His Father, by Har- 
old Bell Wright. 


To the pure all things are impure 
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COMPOSITION 


R. BERGSTRESSER has moved to 
\Y Number 402 Virginia Avenue, Col- 

lingswood, New Jersey, where the 
entire Composition will be welcome guests any 
time they happen to be in that vicinity. It 
might be a good idea to advise our genial As- 
sistant Manager, however, when parties of a 
dozen or more are contemplating week-end 
trips to his domicile. ~ 


Raymond Klais, Paul Klett, Ed Scott and 
Del Smith—a fine quartet. And the burden of 
their song is that Curtis ads must be set toa 
high standard. %s 


A stalwart son of Canada breezed into the 
Lobby the other day and declared he wanted to 
see his brother. ‘‘And who may your brother 
be and who shall we say desires to see him?”’ 
it is said was asked of him. ‘My little 
brother’s name is Ernest Johnson and he is 
Floor Walker or Floor Committee, and you 
may tell him it is his big brother, Robert 
Lee Johnson, Assistant Manager of the Fruit 
Growers’ Exchange, Toronto. Make it 
snappy, please.’’ Ernest was soon in the arms 
of an elder brother, whom he had not seen for 
fifteen years. Bob is considered the best fruit 
salesman on the coast. ‘‘Why, that baby 
could sell oranges to an orang(e)-utan,’’ his 
friends declare. he 


The scribe entered the Lunch Room, his 
inner man yearning for chow, while thoughts 
of Marge’s story, ‘‘She Made Me What I Am,”’ 
filled his mind and a yearning to become great 
overwhelmed him. Little wonder, then, that 
the dishes filled with good eats began to skid 
off the tray until they acted for all the world 
like a ship leaving the ways and taking its 
first dip into the briny deep, and gracefully 
dropped to the floor, where a steaming dinner 
of roast pork and all the fixings sought refuge 
‘neath the friendly tables near by. The affair 
seemed to delight the diners, for a mighty 
cheer went up, while the scribe was awakened 
to the fact that he had made a hit, though not 
exactly the kind of which he had _ been 


dreaming. a 


Among the many gifts received during the 
holidays by Miss Isabel Joseph, none is prized 
more highly than a hand- 
some ukulele. Already 


the voice of the uke is FLORIDA? 


late ‘‘oncet’’ in two years and besides that, 
has three perfectly good alarmers at home. 

Now, seriously speaking, although the 
record of this trio is a good one, there is 
need that some very unique method of 
arousing sound sleepers should be invented 
to keep our Division from lagging far behind 
in the punctuality contest. 

! 


= 
Miss Helen Don- 
ecker made a type- 
writer-desk support 
for Miss Welsh’s desk 
that would do credit 


to an experienced 
cabinet maker. 


ze 


Our Adolph picked 
up New Orleans on 
the radio the other 
night and shortly af- 
ter found a purse of 
money on Market Street. 


=e 


Miss Eleanor Geyer is planning to secure a 
Ford in the near future. 


e 
Miss Madeline Jungling doesn’t care so very 
much for Douglas Fairbanks’ ‘‘ Don Q’’—but, 
oh, you Don Lytle! 4 


Miss Clara Schaeffer spends a great deal of 
her time in a state of Spence. 
e 


No matter how starless and moonless, the 
night, Miss Alice Anderson is pretty safe in 
counting on at least a single Ray. 


heard by passers-byasthe 
soft strains escape from 
beneath closed doors and 
windows. 


All Composition agrees 
that it is good to see 
Charles Lewis and Fred 
Antrim at their posts of 
duty after seasons of ill- 
ness. = 


Walter Bateman, Tay- 
lor Gish and Barney 
Warney Wartell object 
unitedly, unanimously 
and collectively to being 
associated in any way 
with any flea-bitten ca- 
nine alarm clock that has 
been, or may be, invented 
in the future. Mr. Bate- 
man says he was only 


No, this bunch are not at 
Palm Beach, as would seem 
at first glance. They were 
at the shore and the palm 
trees were added for atmos- 
phere 


BANG! BANG! GOES THE HAMMER ON THE ANVIL 
This picture is run to refute the rumor that Harry McLaughlin never 


works 


Miss Elizabeth Ditsche was overheard say- 
ing that she was going out with a young fellow 
and intended pinning a card on her back read- 
ing ‘“‘hands off.’’ a 


Little Agnes says rubbing onions on the 
lips helps to keep the ‘‘chaps’’ away. 


e 


Miss Betty Larney, when asked by a young 
man if he couldn’t bring her a box of candy, 
said she would prefer a real ripe tomato. 


e 


Miss Olive Wilson and Miss Mary Luka- 
savage alone remain true each day to cross- 
word puzzles, and yet they are never aught but 


kind. ~ 


Miss Harriet Crabtree and Miss Betty 
Moore—one is interested in the namesake of 
the gentleman who was placed in a den of 
lions, while the other is equally fond of a 
certain precious stone or Jule. 


e 


What do you think of this: Not an engage- 
ment ring appeared on the horizon the past 
yuletide. Looks as if Old Santa was losing 
some of his ol!-time matrimonial zeal. 


2 


Friends of Jim Wismer 
say that he had planned 
to have goose for dinner 
recently, but that the bird 
had developed such rhi- 
noceros tendencies that 
ordinary weaponsof table 
warfare failed to punc- 
ture its hide. It will be 
remembered that a year 
ago an irreligious “he- 
goose’’ tried forcibly to 
detain Joe Comly as he 
was wending his way to 
Church. It may be this 
is the same goose. At 
any rate, this last episode 
has resulted in welding 
Jim and Joe into a band 
of brothers, so say 
stonemen. 


It is hard to be a has-been, but a never-was is worse 


DRT 
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Bill Jester was seen in the mummers’ 
parade on New Year’s Day, being with the 
League Island Fool Club—not in that capac- 
ity, however, but in the musical unit of that 
organization, blowing his head off on his 
trusty clarinet. 


e 


Carl Wannop skillfully 
manipulated a mandolin 
asa part of the Trixie String 
Band, which took a promi- 
nent part in the mummers’ 
parade. The lad seems to 
know how to tickle the 
strings. - 


Sixteen big and little 
Culbertsons sat down to a 
big turkey dinner on New 
Year’s Day at the home of 
Grandpa George Culbert- 
son. va 


Al Breitmeyer and Wal- 
lace Cook are the champs 
when it comes to eating 
fried oysters, as was dem- 
onstrated at a church 
oyster supper at Audubon 
recently. - 


The Wrong Font Basket- 
ball Team was organized 
several weeks ago among 
Composition boys and has 
been playing some good 
games. Their record so far 
stands: Played, 5; won, 4. 

Following is the roster: Wm. McCarron, 
manager and guard; Ed. McDonnell, cap- 
tain and forward; James Cummings, guard; 
M. Callahan, center; Robert Slean, forward; 
Jim Judge, guard; ‘Francis Gallimore, for- 
ward, me 


Mr. Mampe was heard to say that he must 
consult his dentist about the condition of his 
eye. The boys are wondering what he really 
meant. Could it be an eye tooth that needs 
attention? 


=e 


Ray Harton heaved a sigh 
the other day and it sounded 
like “‘Oh, that I might get 
just one more glimpse of the 
girls I met at 
Bear Mountain 
last summer !”’ 


e 


The Friendly 
Sons of Pat 
Ratican have 
unanimously 
requested that 
the new bridge 
be painted 
green in honor 
of Columbus 
crossing the 
Delaware. 


e 


No, Miss 
Sara Geddes, 
female ap- 
prentices are 
not called ‘‘she 
devils.”’ 


2 


Tom Dunn 
wants to know, 


HAS ANYBODY HERE SEEN KELLY? 
Kelly from the Emerald Isle? 


if a rabbit dog recovers rabbits that have been 
shot and a bird dog gathers up birds that have 
been winged, what does a police dog do? 


e 


Miss Agnes Hill has a unique wrist watch— 
it keeps good time. 


e 


“Oh, the perversity of 
the English language!”’ 
sighed Bill McCarron. 
‘“Why, the other day 
Charley Kelly said in one 
breath that when young 
he had skates on and a 
second later declared he 
had never had a ‘skate 
on.”’ be 


Girls in Composition 
remembered Ada, an at- 
tendant, with a purse re- 
cently, accompanied by 
the following verse: 
Ada, watch your pail! 

The Company doubles it, 
We multiply by three 

And nothing troubles it. 
So may all blessings 

Of the New Year 
Be sent in mantfold 

To bring to you cheer. 


e 


A wit accuses some of 
our young ladies of riding 
up and down the elevator 
all noon hour, just for the 
thrill. Don’t believe a word of it. 


e 


John Hilpert has reached his majority and 
regulates his pace by a Howard watch. 


e 


Dan Doherty is now twenty-one years long 
and six feet two inches high. 


me 


A FRIENDLY SESSION 
One of the regular meetings of the Composition Six O’ Clock Bridge Club 


Overlay 


No matter how many strange sights you 
may see, you'll never see another like East 
Pensauken. me 


Ignorance is bliss. Ask Scotty; he knows. 
2 


Here’s to the health of the newcomers: 
Allan Mercer, Stanley Roth, Emil Unter- 
koefler, and Fred Schmitz. 


e 


Although it was reported that Bob Chad- 
wick was to take the leading part in a show 
recently at the Garrick, he’s still with us. 


e 


The call of the wild, or why Perry goes to 
Camden. a 


Some say that Haftke and Hess are soon to 
join the House of David. They sure have a 
flying start on other candidates. 


e 


Fond Expressions of our boys: 
**So’s your male parent.’’ 
‘“Me and Rose.” 
‘“You should of been to that party.” 
‘‘So I says to the girl friend.”’ 


Color Proving 


Color Proving is glad to welcome to its 
ranks Miss Marie Lyons and a new helper, 
C. Paxton, from Mr. Williams’ office. 


2 


A way to keep a car new is when you get it 
to put it in the garage. If you don’t believe it 
ask George Kitselman about his new Chevrolet. 


= 


Talk about your collegiate cars, you ought to 
see Larry Jacquelin in his Oldsmobile Six. — 


e 


Harry Pomrink was one of the shining 
lights in the mummers’ parade with the 
Wildwood String Band, while Forrest Chatham 
was also observed strutting 
his stuff with the Bruder 
Comic Club. We think they 
shoul have received prizes. 


e 


While most 
girls are bob- 
bing their hair, 
Earl Justice 
and Larry Jac- 
quelin have 
succeeded in 
raising mus- 
taches. Walter 
Kakol also 
tried, but was 
not quite so 
successful. 


e 


Mr. Assen- 
heimer was 
taken ill the 
day before 
Christmas, but 
we are glad to 
say that he re- 
covered and 
was able to re- 
turn to work 
the Monday af- 
ter Christmas. 


There are lots greener things than grass widows | 
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CIRCULATION 


HIS is a story about a young lady 
named Miss Clara Bradway. It’s in 
three installments: 

1—While out driving one day, Miss Brad- 
way ran gently but firmly into a fence. 

2—The fence was damaged, but that didn’t 
matter, said Miss Bradway, because 

3—The boy friend had to pay for it! 


e 


The two social events of the season were 
held at the homes of Miss Reba Sivezey and 
Miss Kitty Gardner. In each case it was a 
gathering of congenial friends and was greatly 
enjoyed. The night of the gathering at Miss 
Gardner’s home, even the weather tried to pre- 
vent the guests from going home. A large 
snowstorm came up and the guests struggled 
homeward in a blizzard. 


e 


Circulation welcomes a new clerk, Miss 
Betty Wilkins. to 


“Tt has been heard” that Miss Catherine 
Augaitis, Mr. Spaid’s secretary, is well versed 
in music, in the vocal line. In fact, she sings 
‘“Remember’”’ very well indeed, especially over 
the telephone. a 


Congratulations everywhere, but don’t miss 
Group A. Here’s to the future Mrs. Frank 
McGuire! Don’t know her? Well, just lamp 
that diamond on Miss Marie Cannon’s left 
hand! es 


Looks as though we have prospects of seeing 
another diamond in Group A real soon. We 
hear Miss Harriet Simon has received a won- 
derful cedar chest and lots of pretty things for 
future use. 


e 
‘So the Campbells have separated!’’ runs 
the Agency gossip. And, sure enough, ‘‘the 


Missus’’ is now on the opposite side of the 
office, busying herself daily with Girls’ Club 
mail. ae 


With a perfectly good husband sojourning 
in Chicago and points West, it was no wonder 
that the former Miss Ann Glaser looked upon 
him somewhat as a distant relative. But by 
this time they should be house-hunting to- 
gether. And Agency girls are looking for 
chatty letters from her postmarked Pittsburgh. 


e 


It was just like 
the modest Mrs. 
Hortense King to 
desire no grand cel- 
ebration upon her . 
recent passing from * 
the Agency family. 
Still, when welikea » « 
person, welike’em. 
We need inject no 
adjectives into the 
copy. We'll miss 
her. ni 


Duke Ulrich has 
a flair for spending 
week ends in dis- 
tant parts. Hislast 
port of hurried ar- 
rival and quick de- 
parture was De- 
troit. 


In an exclusive interview just given out, 
Everett Dunphey said he was much disap- 
pointed asa result of his late trip down through 
the Carolinas. He says they only eat three 


meals a day down there too. 


e 


‘Here we go! Here we go!”’ And with that 
weird war cry from the gentlemanly throat of 
Gunner Champlin, roving center of the Gas 
House Gang, the team leaped into actioa 
against their traditional foes across the net, the 
All-Star Fumbling Five. : 

Their stalwart captain, ‘‘Mickey’’ Mac- 
Larty, played verbal attack, while H. F. 
bounced another one out of bounds. With a 
Christian cry upon his lips, Furry Coxe watched 
a good one hit the line as Silent Cal Northup, 
Mayor of Darby, added one to their already 
bloated score. And all the time there crouched 
in the corner the menacing mustache of Ralph 
Miller. 

On the other side of the sagging strings 
played a desperate aggregation whose hopes of 
victory depended more than ever upon math- 
ematical inaccuracies in announcing the score. 
Side by side sweltered Leadfoot Logan and 
Jake Emory, prodded into savagery by John 
Wehner’s nimble tongue. Miffing them; muff- 


MRS. HORTENSE KING 


Formerly the Manager of the Girls’ Club and the Editor of MAKING MONEY, who 
on January fifteenth left in order to devote her entire time to writing 


ing them, ‘‘Flash’’ Fry and “ Jumping Jerry,”’ 
co-stars for the Fumbling Five, were doing their 
stuff, while ‘‘Hap”’ Lewis, official ball holder, 
made another famous drive into the net. 

What’s it all about? Just a sorta rambling 
account of the near maniacs who biweekly dis- 
port themselves at the Young Men’s Chris- 
tian Association, playing the gentle game of 
volley ball. ~ 


Welcome back, Miss Eleanor Larkins. We’re 
glad to see you’re looking your best again. 


ze 


What’s this? A Miss America right here in 
our building? Who? Miss Augaitis, one of 
the well-known ‘‘400.’’ Ask her about it. 


e 


Miss Kitty Brown, Supervisor of the Allot- 
ment Group, has a suggestion to make which 
aids in helping passengers select the right en- 
trance to the ferries. Ask her about the mad 
dash she made for a boat when returning from 
the Jersey shore one foggy night in January. 


e 


Heard on a Crowded Elevator: 


1. Quit stickin’ your elbow in my eye. 

2. I’m not stickin’ it in your eye. Can’t you 
see I’m not? 

1. No, I can’t see with your elbow there. 

2. It isn’t in both eyes anyway, is it? 

1. No. Not yet. 

2. Well, you can see out of the other one 
then, can’t you? 

1. A little. 

2. Then look and see if my elbow is in your 
one eye. I can’t see. 

1. Yes, it is. 

2. Well, all right I believe you. 
got that settled before I got off. 
leave you now. This is my floor. 

1. Thank heavens, take the elbow with you. 

Moral: I’d rather be an organ grinder’s 
monkey than a man in a crowded elevator. 


=e 


I’m glad we 
I have to 


‘Surprise !”’ 

That was the cry that sprang from twenty 
lusty young throats on January fifth, when 
Miss Elsie Knauer strolled peacef ully 
into her home, a poor, unsuspecting 
working girl, seeking a haven of rest 
after a day of weary toil in the Typ- 
ist Section. 

It happens that, like most people, 
Elsie had a birthday this year and 
her mother decided to give her a sur- 
prise dinner party, inviting the Typ- 
ist Section to be her guests in honor 
of the occasion. They, in turn, feel- 
ing that it was a good and worthy 
cause, banded a party of twenty vol- 
unteers together to fearlessly brave 
the wilds of Jersey. 

Would that there were more there 
to enjoy the delicious dinner! There 
were many who only too plainly 
showed their appreciation of Mrs. 
Knauer’s culinary efforts. Don’t 
worry, girls; there will be no names 
mentioned. 

Elsie received a beautiful diamond 
ring from her parents, a white-gold 
bracelet, and fitted overnight bag 
from her coworkers. Elsie was actu- 
ally heard to say as she complacently 
surveyed her lovely gifts: ‘‘Well, I 


1’? 


certainly did well this year! 


A poor lieutenant will never make a good captain 


Curtis Folks 
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We extend our sympathy to Misses May and 
Edna Talley, who recently lost their father. 


e 


We don’t hear much about Miss Mary Cal- 
lahan’s tall sheik any more; we wonder what 
happened. ie 


I wonder which it will be with Miss Cecelia 
Griffith, of Stencil Group, Jack Gaffney or 
Jack Gaffney, Junior. Cousins; not father and 
son. : = 


Miss Mildred Darrough goes to basket-ball 
games three or four times a week. 


e 


Miss Theresa Kelly, from Stencil Group, 
recently won a Charleston contest at the Earle 
Theater. ko 


. 


If Dreams Came True 


Miss Mary Germ would be competing with 
Paderewski. 

Miss Millie Sauff would be the proud pro- 
prietress of a Modiste Shoppe. 

Miss Phyllis Thwaites would most likely 
swim the sea of matrimony. 


e 


Did you know that Miss Jean Brander and 
Mr. William Swan are engaged? 


e 


“Do it on the run”’ is Miss Margaret Tauff’s 
motto. She is so afraid of being late that she 
takes off her hat, gloves and scarf and puts 
them in her umbrella while she is running 
through Independence Square. 


e 


Miss M. Elston was married December 19, 
1925. She is now Mrs. John Ebbert. 


e 
Miss Green was recently married and she is 
now Mrs. Boehm. “ 


Charles Doyle and Morton Quinn seem to 
be working these days, because they have been 
seen wearing aprons lately. 


| 
: 
' 
' 


ALPE 


MISS VIOLA BLEY 


Of Subscription, entertains her coworkers at noontime with violin solos. 
Miss Dorothea Saurman is her accompanist 


Employment 


Doctor Leaman, 
the latest addition to 
the Medical Division, 
is quite a ‘‘speed 
demon.’ We under- 
stand that after at- 
tending the Pennsyl- 
vania-Princeton bas- 
ket-ball game, he es- 
tablished a new record 
for speeding, having 
covered the distance 
from Princeton to 
Philadelphia in thirty- 
five minutes. The 
fact that his Alma 
Mater lost may ac- 
count for hisspeeding. 


e 


Miss Marie Myers 
took advantage of the 
ice on the lakes to dis- 
play herskillasaskater . 


e 


Mr. McGrath held 
another of his delight- 
ful parties at his pic- 
turesque bungalow in 
Oaklyn, N. J. The 
music for the evening, 
which was quite en- 
joyable, was furnished 
by his new radio. A 
Charleston contest 
was held, but the par- 
ticipants were all so 
good it was impossi- 
ble to decide just who 
should be awarded the 
prize. Mr. McGrath 
displayed his ability 
as an athlete by doing 
some excellent stunts. 
We also learned that , 
he is quite a juggler. The ‘‘eats’’ which were 
prepared by Mrs. McGrath were certainly de- 
licious, and the crowd did justice to them. As 
the clock was striking the bewitching hour of 
twelve the guests 
departed, but not 
before proclaiming 
the party a huge 
success and receiv- 
ing the promise of 
another one in the 
near future. 


e 


The smiling 
countenance of 
Miss Henrietta 
McManus is 
greatly missed by 
her associates. It 
was necessary for 
‘*Hennie’”’ to take 
a leave of absence 
due to the illness 
of her mother. We 
do hope that her 
mother’s recovery 
will be a speedy 
one. ‘‘Hennie’s”’ 
place has been 
filled by Miss 
Eleanor Beal, who 
is welcomed by all 
the members of the 
Employment Di- 
vision. 


A BUILDER OF SHIPS 


Mr. Goshorn, head of the Agency Division. His hobby is building 
ship models and he has become very expert at it. The illustration 
shows his latest craft, which is an exact minature reproduction of 
the one in which Columbus sailed when he discovered America 


Mr. Whitman, the popular receptionist of 
the Employment Division, makes daily visits 
to South Street in his lunch hour and comes 
back with his pockets laden with ‘‘dainty 
sweets,’ which he distributes among the mem- 
bers of the Division, thereby keeping them 
happy and making his popularity even more 
renowned, if that is possible. 


Country Gentleman 


Mr. Taylor and Mr. Paul Bransom took a 
trip South to Alabama for the annual coon- 
dog trials. Mr. Taylor collected the material 
for his story and Mr. Bransom was able to see 
the dogs in action and get the coloring for his 
paintings. It was a hunt which lasted three 
days and three nights, and during those three 
days Mr. Taylor and Mr. Bransom had about 
eight hours’ sleep all told. 


e 


Mr. Reed is a competitor of Belasco. He is 
not yet a producer, but he has proven his skill 
as stage manager. ‘‘ Witness for the Defense,’ 
was given bythe Swarthmore Players’ Club and 
Mr. Reed was stage manager. He claims that 
it was merely an honorary title and that he 
really only put up the scenery and took the 
properties down after the play. That is prob- 
ably modesty on his part however. 


e 


Mr. Paxton was out for a week ill. We are 
very glad to have him with us again. 


Some people save money—others have daughters at college 


Page 14 


Curtis Folks 


PRESS ROOM PICKUPS 


Floor, has just purchased a new 1908 
Ford car with his Spearmint gum cou- 
pons. Watch out for him. 


& 


Peter Kearney is now a commuter, having 
recently become a ‘‘native’’ of Chester, Penn- 
sylvania. ts 


G Foor, as JOE PAULL, of the Eighth 


Amos Miller will be glad to show any real 
man how to grow a nice, cute, little mustache. 


& 


Eddie McDermott’s New Year’s Club, The 
League Island, won first prize on New Year’s 
Day. Eddie is better known in society as the 
butter-and-egg man from the West. 


@ 


“Big Tiny,” of the Eighth Floor, had to 
take a day off -to change his Christmas sus- 
penders, as they were all boys’ sizes. 


e 


James Gilmore, ‘‘the champion 
gate crasher,’’ is open to meet any 
party where he can’t crash and he 
will come out with the coffee and 
cakes. pe 


Ed Dold,. of the Seventh Floor, 
got a ball and chain 
around his ankle for a 
Christmas present. We 
~ don’t know Mrs. Dold, 
but extend to both our 
heartiest congratula- 
tions. ‘“~ 


Bill Reddinger said 
the coal strike does not 
worry him, as he spends 
the best part of his time 
_ in the railroad station, 
talking about his Hup- 
mobile. 


We are glad to see 
Joe, the paper man, 
back on the job. 


e 


The Eighth Floor gang would like to know 
why the helpers of Amos Miller and Roy San- 
ders are always singing ‘‘I will see you outside.”’ 


2 


Frank Donahue, the full-blooded cowboy 
fireman, says that in the town where he came 
from men are men and Peanut Chews are two 
for a nickel. i 


Pressman Mike Gregory gave his white-roll 
man a whistle to blow when a splice comes 
through. * 


Chris Roeth is mad at Santa Claus because 
he brought him a rocking horse instead of a 


pony. ~ 


LOST—A top off a 1912 Ford touring car. 
Finder please return to Peter Kearney. Also 
one blowout patch. No reward. 


2 


Harry Silverman was in the New Year’s 
parade with the Irish Sailors and got first 
prize for the best-looking harp. 


**‘UNCLE TOM” 
Who sees to it that the Sixth Floor is kept 
spic and span 


Van Henry broke an electric bulb the other 
night and heard Glasgow. He hasa crystal set. 


=e 


Mr. Eadline is learning to do the Charleston. 
Watch him strut his stuff. 


2 


Bill Riddle and Jack Savidge do two things 
at the same time between 11:40 and 12:30— 
eat and play checkers. 


2 


Bill Shader just ordered a suit of clothes 
from Sears-Roebuck, giving as his measure- 
ments a man and a half wide and half a 
man high. ip 


Jimmy Bardsley inquired of the barber if it 
was all right to leave his collar on to have his 
hair cut, and was told it was perfectly in order, 
the barber adding that keeping his hat on 
wouldn’t inconvenience him in the least. 


8 


Joe Connolly has pretty well 
collared the radio industry and 
will now try the matrimonial 
business. ~ , 


For the very latest in coiffures 
just give Ike Adams, the press- 
room fashion plate, the onceover. 


e 


Johnnie Kelly, dressed 
to kill, was watching the 
New Year’s shooters, when 
someone had the nerve to 
come up and ask him to 
tell them where he hired 
the make-up, as 
they were going to 
a party. 


8 


a is 


In a Charleston 
contest at St. 
Bidus’ Hall, in 
Gloucester, Pete 
Kearney had the 
honor of winning 
first prize, many 
of our terpsichorean friends from 
Cramer Hill being among the con- 
testants. . 


You can speak of your prize bags on 
gunning trips, but fora season we think 
Amos Weckesser outrivals all com- 
petitors. His list for the past season, 
consisting of five trips to marshes, is as 
follows: One wild duck, one tame one, 
two decoys, blew the top off Davey 
Thomas’ gun, three punctures and 
two-and-a-half-mile runs after false 
leads, which should entitle him to a 
place in the Hall of Fame. 


Job Press 


Among the absentees this month 
were Miss Marie Ceres and Alex 
McAuslin. Their absence was due to 
illness. ~ 


Talent is cropping in. Job Press. 
Every lunch hour you can hear 


One of the Second 
Floor’s most popular fly 
boys ing. 


CHARLES COLTON 


PAUL DEPUTY 


Of the Sixth Floor, can be observed hiding 
behind the big cigar 


Edward Rudolph’s angelic tenor voice, Joseph 
Hartman’s bass, Walter McMahon and Walter 
Wasseluk’s altos, accompanied by the strains 
of Walter Wasseluk’s violin uke, while Fred 
Beyers, William Quinn and William Saxer do 
the Charleston. ‘ 


Surely everyone noticed that the three dusky, 
Smoky Hollow Charleston dancers in the New 
Year’s Parade were none other than our 
Walter McMahon, Walter Wasseluk and 
Eddie Rudolph, while Russell Cobb made a 
striking figure playing for the League Island 
Band. ~ 


Recently, Miss Mabel Culbertson awoke one 
morning on the hour, registered the next hour, 
all the way from Barrington, N. J. Some speed! 


e 


Job Press congratulates 
Franklin Kelly, of Magazine 
Press (former Job Press boy), 
on the arrival of a brand-new 
baby girl. cs 


Mrs. Catherine Wetzel gave 
her mother a surprise birthday 
party. Among the guests were 
Miss Marie Ceres and Miss 
Mary Metz, of Job Press. 


e 


Noted: ; 

Mrs. Anna Lazaar is very 
fond of walking through the 
department stores, looking for 
bargains. 

Joe Hartman needs a new 
suit of overalls. 

Edward Thompson has grown 
some more inches. . 

Joseph Miles, the porter, is 
always happy. . 

Sam Peltz composes music. 

George Kinker (the mouse) 
is getting quite manly. 


Plate Service 


Harry Algayer received a 
present of a clip of tokens from 
Sunny Jim when riding on a 
trolley to work the other morn- 


The clothes that make the women are the clothes that break the men 
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THE MAN IN THE KELLY 


Is Al Clarke, while his friend, Nick Keefe, stands 


gracefully at his left 


Harry Allen has been transferred to the Day 
Force. 
e 


All Plate Service Division wishes John 
Tarleton a speedy recovery and good health. 


ze 


Clement Gardiner, otherwise known as 
“Soup and Fish,” is having a grand and 
glorious time with the girls. 


e 


Messrs. Neild and Puyocu were seen train- 
ing for the long-distance runs to be held. in 
Philadelphia this spring. Delaware Avenue 
is their race course. 


“Step up, friends, and call me Speedy,”’ is 
Jim Hoffner’s pet expression. 


@ 


Edward McCoy is a champion bowler in the 
making. He patronizes the Casino alleys 
every night. “ 


Louis Youngman is reaching the state of 
perfection in checker playing. Look him over 
some day at noon. me 

Roy Preston bought a diamond. All are 
wondering who the lucky girl is. 


7 


Nelson Wright is always talking of the good 
old days back home in Virginia. 


e 


Alvin Weiler was recently elected to another 
Building and Loan Association directorship. 


Paper Storage 


There has been a rumor circulated in Paper 
Storage that a young man has stolen Charlie 
Miller’s lady friend. Don’t worry, Charlie; 
she still has a little love for you. 


e 


We are glad to see John Allen back after a 
period of illness. ~ 


A good time was had by all at Jack Slavin’s 
party. Henry Rinne missed his old friend, 
“Tit Bits,’ because he always has,a good 
time where he is. ie 


Bill Baxter took a nice trip to Canada and 
had a fine time, and we know it, Bill. 
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A WARM BABY 


The gent stripped for action is Dick Mann and his 
companion is none other than Walt Bagshaw, of 
the Second Floor Night Force 


John Dempsey has put his machine in cold 
storage for the winter. 


e 


Henry Holland has a misplaced eyebrow on 
his upper lip. ~~ 


Joe Gill is going to take a trip to the old 
country in his (new) Hudson Super Six. Auto- 
mobiles are getting very cheap now and don’t 
care who own them. 


WHY THERE ARE NO ERRORS 


A corner of the Proof Room, where everything that goes into our magazines is read and reread, until such a thing as an error is a remote possibility 


Ruts are made by people who stick to the beaten path | 
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Heat, Light 
and Power 


RANK BURTON 
-couldn’t get anything 
on his radio set until 

he hocked it. 


e 


We have tried to discour- 
age James Mullen from writ- 
ing poetry. 


e 


Jack Callahan got a 
letter to which was 
signed R.S. V. P. Now 
he’s trying to find out 
what radio station that 
is. “ 

Dr. Repplier says 
that eating too much is 
bound to shorten life. 
You bet. Pigs would 
live a great deal longer 
if they didn’t make hogs 


CHARLES HEGARTY: Oh, I thought 
that was the lower crust. 


e 


TRAINMAN: 
for occupancy. 

GEORGE MAGARGAL: Not mine, 
then. I want the one for Roxborough. 


e 


This train is ready 


Ata dance: ‘The floor is terribly 
crowded,”’ said Mike O’Leary as he 
blew his handkerchief on somebody 
else’s nose. hy 


When James Sweeney 
crossed the ocean he felt the 
spirit of seventy sicks. 


Advertising Detail 


It has drifted through De- 
tail that a certain young 
lady of the Fourth Floor 
has been singled out by the 
attentions of one 
of the Curtis 


sheiks. Will it 
of themselves. mean another wed- 
% ding present ? 
Don Mulholland cut 8 e 
quite a figure when he It has 
sat on a broken bottle. MRS. RUDY been unan- 
Who recently became the Assistant to Mrs. Caroline imousl y 
2 King inrunning thewoman’ssectionof THE COUNTRY d 
GENTLEMAN on 
George Haslam wants that Mr. 
to know, “If a boat Fernandez 
makes fifteen knots an hour, who unties is right—his small son is all 
them?” . he claims he is. Mrs. Fer- 


Ed Curry thought a show was sad because 
he saw the seats in tiers. 
@ ¢ 


James Walker looking at a picture ‘of tl¥e 
Grand Canyon in The Post: ‘‘Gee, that was 
some excavation job!” > ee 


e 


WAITER: Where's that paper plate I gave 
you with your pie? 


AN ACCOUNTING TRIO 


Posed for the cameraman. They are Miss Emily Jennings, Miss 
Mary Fisher and Miss Violet Hausmann 


“ 


ra 
te 
‘2” 


nandez brought Christy in to 
see us and the general verdict 
s... He s.adorable.”’ 

ae “4t isn’t very often that a 
98 tt hful offspring. can live up to a 
“fond fatber’s description. 


é 


We ask:you: Have you seen Lind- 
say’s collegiate? It’s a terrible case. 


e 


Favorite indoor sports: 

Our constitutional at ten- 
thirty and two while the of- 
fice is being aired. 

Watching the Misses 
Tilghmanand Huhn Charles- 
ton while Mrs. 
Hutson acts the 
part of the or- 
chestra. 

Listening to 
the drawers of 
the new files be- 
ing banged inand 
out when the 
mail is heavy. 

Wondering if Jenks’ 
alarm clock will work the 
next morning. 


other. 


eS 
We have another New 
Yorker ‘in our midst— 


Miss Doris. Bramall. She 
surely ‘won’t look at us. 


never got back until 
Monday. That estab- 
lishes an office record and 
even puts Michael’s trip 
in the shade. 


Of Shipping, are very fond of each 
If you don’t believe that, 
look at the picture = 


She left on’ Friday and: 


We have Mrs. Robert Johnson in our midst 
for a short time, helping to transfer the corre- 
spondence to new folders. There seems to be 
some difficulty in accounting for who she is, 
because one week her card was Gertrude John- 
son and the next Gertrude Williams. But, no 
matter what they call her, she’s still the same 
Gertrude, even if she is a rather recent bride. 


Daily Mail 


Miss Goll was quite ill with the grippe and 
was away from the office for a week. She will 
never know how much we missed her the week 
she was away. ~ 


Miss Maude Fidler is the great Charleston 
baby of the Daily Mail. She entertains every 
lunch hour. We want to thank her and Miss 
Helen Egleston for accompaning her on the 
piano. vi 


There must be some great attraction at the 
Earle Theatre. for Raymond Fleming. He 
spends a good deal of his time there. 


e 


Erna ate a lobster, 
Ate it very quick: 
Dashed to get the doctor, 
For the lobster made her sick. 


e 


Miss Phyllis Pacilli’s favorite 
indoor sport is to go to the Pre- 
mium Division, dona pink rubber 
apron, and buy salt and 
pepper shakers. The girls 


very much like an en- 
gagement. 


Miss Chambers and 
Miss O’Brien always 6c- 
cupy the southwest cor- 
ner of the Rest Room, 
during lunch hour. 


Payroll 


Miss Marguerite Weller 
entertained at her new 
home in Audubon, New 

Jersey, on Saturday 
evening, January 
sixteenth. It is 
thought that Logan 
has nothing on it at 
all. 


2 
Miss Eleanor 
Schneider has been 
MISS DOLLY KERR AND out ill for several 
MISS MARTHA HOFMASHER days. We wish her a 


speedy recovery. 


Miss Mary O’Con- 
nor left on January 16th to be married. Miss 
K. Farrell gave her a linen shower a few days 
before: 3 


Standardization boys were out at the Auto- 
mobile Show and each one picked out the car 
he wanted—nothing less than a Packard 
Straight Eight or a Locomobile. If dreams 
could come true ——! 


e 


Miss Marie McCormick, of the Accounting 
Division, was recently presented with a cedar 
hope chest. We feel it won’t take very long 
now for the other events to take place. 


It takes a live one to bury the dead 


of Daily Mail say it looks: 


f 


